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be as well to examine the loading of my
pistols.'.

He returned with the landlord to the
house, and both were not a little pleaaed I

to find the butcher gone. Lrthwaiiecon- -

tinued chatting sometime with the land -

lord.
'I do not like this ghost story of yours.'

he said. 'If such a spectre has r ally
been seen, depend upon it that it is some
deep contrivance to hide worse danger
I wish, lor the good of community, that
I may be lucky enough to fall in with
the ghost.'

' --Hi I Mr. Lethwaite, sir, you are only
tempting Providence when you talk in
that careless way. The uhost is a real
ghost ; for, though it has frightened many
and myself among the rest, I never heard
of any person being robbed. Old Dod-son- ,

the lame beggar, lost his senses ; but
then he vas always' a halfwitted creature,
and a man's reason is not his money.
Did I not see the horrid thing myself, I
who, God forgive me ! had made game of
it, and those who believed in it, just as
you do at this moment I saw the mon-

ster with my own eyes ; and how I es-

caped from ill never could tell. Iran
so fast that I never felt the ground under
my feet, while it pursued me with the
most frightful yells. I kept my bed
for a week after, and have taken good
care never to tread that road by night
again.'

'It is strange!' said Lethwaite, mu-

sing; 'some truth must be mingled with
this fantastic error ! What time of night
does this spectre generally appear?'

' It has been seen at all hours, from
twilight until the gray dawn of diy. It
was about nine o'clock in the evening
when it appeared to me. It is near elev-

en now, sir. You will just reach that
black, crooked turning in the road, which
winds round the foot of the hill, by mid-

night. That lonely spot is the demon's
favorite haunt.'

'I know the place,' said Lethwaite.
es, it is a frightful gloomy spot, with

steep banks, und high rocks on either
side. Dark almost at noonday, but doub-

ly dark at noon of night.'
then, whistling an old border song, to

'

disgusted his companions, that one by one
ihey silently roe to depart, dreading, by
word or ac ion, in rouse into active ope-
ration the mischievous disposition of the
man.

The guests at the".ly-T- had all
dropped away, until the bntcherand one
young man, who hud been a silent specta-
tor of the scene, alone occupied the chim-
ney corner. Tliis person, who was vastly
superior in his appearance to the men
who had lately filled the table, was dressed
in the grey home-spu- n cloth of the country,
and looked like a weulthy yeoman of the
middle class. To Robinson he was a
stranger and that worthy continued to eye
him with --.sinister glance of curiosity and
inquiry.

The landlord entered to throw on a fresh
billet of wood, for it was winter, and the
night was very cold.

"s the moon up, Lowther I" said the
yeoman, rising to his feet, and buttoning
his great coot up to the chin. Ii is time
I was on the road."

'Yes. Mr. Lethwaite, she has been
up some time, but, sir, if I were in your
place, I would never travel that road at
midnight.'

"Why, what the deuce is the matter
with the road? Are you troubled with
robbers in these parts!"

"No, sir, the road is haunted."
"Haunted P exclaimed the yeoman,

bursting into a merry laugh.
"Yes, sir; haunted, and by the devil,

sir! I saw htm with my own eyes, and
you know, sir, the old saying, seeing is
believing."

Huin,,h! and what was the devil
like ?"

Like, sir ? why, nothing human. He
was as hairy as a buffalo, with huee white
horns, a long hisking tail, and cloven
feet,'

"Oh, ho ! the old story, I never saw the
devil, and have no great wish to make his
acquaintance to night; but it is not an
idle woman's tale that will prevent me
from taking the nearest road home. Pray
order your man to saddle my horse quick-
ly, for I have overstayed my time al-

ready.'
The lnndlord hastened to give the ne-

cessary orders, and Robinson who had
been listening to the yeoman, with a half
sneer, now turning hastily around, ed

him abruptly, and without cere-
mony :

You wish us to think you a very
brave man, Mr. Lethwaite, if that is your
name.'

That is to me a matter of perfect in-

difference,' returned Lethwaite, haugh-
tily, and surveying the burly butcher
with a stern glance : ' the man who has
fuith in himself cares little for the opin-
ion of others.' '

' Mo offence,' said Robinson, who did
no: like the nry glance of his compan-
ion's eye 4 'but if you are determined
upon returning to Windermere by the

It was just like the man,' said anoth-
er, he was full of spite and malice, he
could not bear to sea others happy.'

lie has paid a heavy price for hit fo-

lly,' said Leihwaiie. Hii melancholy
fate should be a solemn warning to all
persons who engage in such wicked jokes.
Come, my friends, lot ut carry him hence;
I an, sorry that he got his death by my
hand.'

John IIlIIs, th Hormon Preacher.
When Ihe Morra ns settled in Missouri

in 1833, an enthusiastic young man named
Mills was their most popular and admir-
ed preacher. Indeed, so great was hit
fame, that whenever he held a meeting, a
crowd of the saints were sure to be pres-

ent.
A strong and violent mob of lynchers

was about this time organised to put down
the Mormons, under theenmmand of Col.
Tuck, one of the most desperate danger-
ous men that Missouri, or in truth, any
other e untry ever produced. Some of
the Mormons were tarred and feathered,
some were scourged with long knotted
hickories till they fainted from excess of
tortute and loss of blood others were
forcibly deprived of thrir property, and
reducad in a day to the condition ol beg-

gars, while i thers shared a doom of more
mercy, and were shot down on the prarie
like ao many wolves. A last Turk re-

solved to take some of the concert out of
the )oung preacher. Mills, and he gave
notice to his men accordingly.

It was a dreadful cold night in mid
winter, 1833, and although tho sky vas
cloudless, and the full moon shone out in
all her splendor, the earth lay in that
pearly radiance, and dreary as a frozen
tomb, for a thick sheet of snow crusted its
surface, and the north wind howled over
it a dismal dirge. It was a night
to drive even thieves and outlaws into
bams and stables for shelter, and to keep
honest people by the blaze of their own
roaring hearths.

And yet, strange to say, in a log cabin
within three bundled yards of the Mis-

souri river, then froze from shore to shore,
al least one hundred people had assembled
to hold a religious meeting. They were
Mormons, you may be sure. No fanatic
of old faith would have turned out on
such a night; they must be fresh zealots,
with some new ilea, but at its biith, in
their hearts, and flaming like a meteor in
their imagination; or they never could
venture to face such an icy blast as that.
The congregation, including men and wo-

men in about equal numbers, and many
of the former carried rifles, which they
grasped with one hand, even when they
kneeled down to pray; such was the im-

minence if peril, either real or imagined,
as the deemed pending over them.

The preacher the enthusiast, Mills-- had

advanced to a thrilling head of his
eloquent discourse, and was painting in
errible, fiery language, the bitter perse-

cution which hue ever followed the foot-stp- s

of all great reformers, since the
beginning of time. Never before had he
been half so animated or half so affect-

ing. His blue eye glanced like a star,
his voice poaled like a trumpet, shrill as

keep tip his courage the yeoinnn dashed alone to tint infernal spot and lei us ex-th- e

spurs into his fine horse, and rode off amine mid identify the corpse.'

ot a quick pace, and in a few minutes It was daylight before Lowther could
was out of sight. The landlord listened porsinde any of his servants or neigh-fo- r

a few minutes to the clicking of his ,
bnrs to aecomp-m- him mid Mr I.eih-- .

horse's hoofs, striking ayrainsl the frozen . waite to the lane; They believed thai
ornnnd. nrl. ihinkin him a confounded

IJxrlume I.

Practical Jokes.
The ttory I am about 10 tell I hnd from

n old tunl of rmne, who, hat long been
gathered to her kindred dust, Sne was
a woman of tingular talent, and in tier

jouth had possessed great personal beau-

ty, at eighty jests of age. her bright
blaekoyra were uiidimmed,she had not lout

one of her fine teeth, and her cheeks ed

the bloom of the rose. What she
had been in her early days might be gath-r- d

from the noble remains that time had
touhed ao lightly, that her elastic mind
aeemed ! hid defiance to decay. In the
glory of her prime, duels hnd been fought
for her, and wise men had vied with each
other to win from ler an npproving smile

If the term beautiful could be applied
to an old woman, ray uttnt was a beauty
mill. The old Indy was perfectly aware
of the fact; and would recount with great e

lee the conquest and triumphs of her
girlhood. These reminiscences of by-

gone vanity, which it- - would have been
wice M her time n' life to have buried in

oblivion, I lUteiel to with little or no
interest; hut her ghost stories & tradition-

ary lore her legends of the w ild nad won-lerfu- l,

her lng catalogue of exlraurdnary
d earns and mysterious wnrnings, always
.afforded me the keenest delight.

Ni urally of a strong and vigorous
tnind my aunt did not herself believe in

supernatural agencies; but they amused
.her. and she to:d lirse stories so wel. that

he never tired her auditors. It is one of
these tales thnt I am about to relate. She

.had the facts from my grandfather, who
was himself personally acquainted with
Mr. Lethwait, otic of the nctors in the

'drama.
About a hundred years ago. there lived

iin the town of Kendal, Westmoreland, a
4nan of giganticstature and great strength,
who followed the trade of a butcher.
This person, who was called Wot llob-linso-

was noted for his quarrelsome, ruf.
ifiHnly disposition, which won for him the
riiame of Bully Robinson, the bit; butcher

f Kendal. Foremost in all scenes of ri-- ot

and dissipation, he was universally
feared and ha'ed.

Tliis man was very foud of practical
jokes. Hut his jokes were like himself.
and originated in tlie cruelty ana malice
of his mind. The pain he inflicted upon
others afforded him the greatest pleasure.

'The grating tones of his coarse brutal
dough inflicted a deeper wound than the
unnst bit er of his bitin? jests.

It i impossible for a benevolent minded
person to give any countenance to this
aperies of amusement, for though the joke
may be harmless in itself, a kindly person
will derive no entertainment from any.

nhinar that calls forth angry feelings in
--another.

There was a heavy lonely cros count-

ry rosd in the vicinity of Kendal, which
formed a shortcut to the beauiiful hike
of Windermere. The path was rocky
and narrow, and seldom frequented by

any but pedestrian or equestrian travel-

lers. For some months previous to the
period of which I am now writing, this
Toad had got the character of being haun
ted. A hideous apparition in the form of

hairy monstor. with horns and hools,
obstructed the passage of travelleis thro'
the lane, chasing them back with dreadful
ibellowings and other diabolical noises.

Many persons had been frightened in

to fits by the spectre ; and one feeble
old man hnd lost his reason, by unex-

pectedly encountering the demon in one
of the most lonely turnings on the rocky
toad.

This frightful phantom had been seen
ty so many respectable persons in ihe
own and its vicinity, whose veracity,
from the well known integrity of their
characters, the most sceptical could scarce-
ly doubt, that the public mind became
greatly agitated by the nightly recurrence
of such startling facts. People were no
longer laughed at for their credulity, in
believing that which so many respectable
witnesses declared to be true.
' The Windermere ghost became the
general theme of conversation ; and the
road woe abandoned by all who were ac-

quainted with the tale, and could reuch
' (he lake by a more public thoroughfare.

One night a laree party had assembled
r in a small public house in the suburbs of

Kendal, to drink their ale, and discuss the
news of the day. These were chiefly

J farmers end sheepgraziers from the moors
and fella, who had disposed of the fallings
of their flocks at the market, and were
returning In a body to their lonely, homes
among the hills. The centre of this group,

Iff and a man o( no small importance among
'.them, was the big . butcher of. Kendal.

' He had been a large purchaser ; and the
, Jolly yeoman had flung back a few shil- -

lings from the money they had received,
'. to furnish a general treat big Wat him-'sel- f,

placed in the chair, as the great man
of the company.

This was an honor the burly butcher
' "never fuiled tri abuse. At the fumes of

the" ale began to ascend into his head, he
grew load and quarrelsome, engrossing
all the conversation to himielf, while hit
blustering manner tad UlnMured jokes so

fool, closed the door and went to bed. waking nightmare something too incred-Lethwait- e

sped merrily aloiiff., The
' iblo even for the supernatural wonders of

moon ahone briffhl and hieh above I im in a drenin.

Dr. Chalmers Is said to bs the author of the
following beautiful poem, writtaaoa the ooeae- -

ioa of the death of a young son. whots M
greatly loved: j

THE LITTLE BOY THAT DIED.,
I am all alone in my chamber sow.

And the midnight hour is near,
And tho faggota crack, and tht clock's dttQ

tick,
And over my soul in its solitude.

Sweet feelings of sadness glide ;

For my heart sad my eyes aro full wh8 I
think

Of the little boy that died.

I went one night to my father's house-W- ent

borne to the dear ones all

And softly I opened the garden gate.
And softly tho door of tho hslL

My mother came out to meet her son-- She

kissed me, and then Bhe sighed.

And her head fell on my neck, and sht wept.

For the little boy that died.

I shall miss him when tho flowers come.

In the garden where he played ;

I shall miss him more by tho fire-sid- e,

When tho flowers have decayed.

I shall see his toys and his empty chair,

And the horse he used to ride ;

And they will speak with a silent speech

Of tho little boy that died.

Wo shall go home to our Father's house-- To

our Father's house in the skies,

Where tho hope of our souls shall have ao

Our love no broken ties. blight,
We shall roam on the banks of the river of

And bathe in its blissful tide, peace,

And one of our joys of the heaven shall be

The little boy that died.

A DOG STORY.

A friend of ours owns o noble, groat Newfound-

land dog, about which he tells a good many funny

stories, among which is the following:
Wo tell it as it was told to us, premising only

that our friend is a man or fair character for
veracity, and wo believe the story ourself. Ho
spent several weeks last summer in a country
village, accompanied by his dog Boney an ab-

breviation of Napoleon Bonaparte his tra
name. Now Boney is an educated, gentlemanly
dog conscious of his own strength, and, from
very mugimnimity, pays no attention to small
animri s that bark at, or even bite bim. Tie had
been taught to fetch and carry, and it was only
necessary to point out any article that he could
lift, and order him to bring it along, and Boney
would bring it.

A small spaniel, about the size ofa eat, waa
in the daily habit of imposing upm .'.c eoi
nature of Boney, impudently attacking him,
seizing him by the long hair on his hind-leg- s,

and shaking and growling away, as if it were
really somebody ; all of which Boney bore with
Christian forbearance, never even showing his
ivory, but trotting away with dignified contempt
from his puny assailant. '

One day our friend was walking out with his
dog. when the little spaniel, full of importance,
made his usual attack on Boney. "Fetch him
along," said our friend, pointing to the spaniel.
No sooner said than done; Boney pounced upon
him, ond, rolling him over and over without
hurting htm, took him by the nape of the neck,
and trotted along after his master with all the
dignity of an animal conscious of being in tho
performance of a pleasant duty. The little, dog
yelled, and howled, and struggled, but there waa
no use in talking. Boney trotted around after
his master, with the spaniel in his mouth, as
cat may sometimes be seen carrying one of her
little ones, greatly to the amusement of all the
little boys in .the village. At length his master
ordered his prisoner to be released, when the
little animal, thoroughly bumbled, drew a boo
line for home. Ho gave Boney a wide berth af-

ter that. Albany Remitter.

Meekness is the grace at all timet at
tractive, but we have seldom been so im
pressed by i's exhibition at in the recent
reply of our friend Christian S., to tome
complimentary remark of ours.

4 No, said he, ' I am no better than
oilier men ; I used to have a very good
opinion of myself, but sines I have looked
around and found so many ' excellent
people,' far better than myself, who are
infernal sooundreU, it maket me hum-
ble.'

Smart "Why, Mr. B' snid 4 tall
youth to a little person in company with
half a dozen huge ' men. 'I protest vou
are so small I did not see you before."
"Very liKely," replied the little gentle
men ; "I am like a ttxpense among cop
per pennies, not readily perceived, but
worth the whole ol them." ; A,

A droll fellow had a wooden leg, beisg
in company with a man who wat some
what credulous, the latter atked the for-

mer how fife came to have wooden leg.
'Why laid he, my father bad one, and so
had my grandfather before him, it rant; ia
the blood.';'

t

... .' ;V ,-
"

Prentice, the wag of the . Louisville
Journal and Ihe editor of the Alabama
Flag got by the en rs is follows ; Says
the Flag.' Why is the editor ofjoe Jour-

nal's career through life like a celebrated
tune ? Because it is the rogue's march.
Prentice, who U s ' dead shot loaded his
piece, and let the. Flg man have it after
the following manner t 4 Why will the
editor of tho Flag.' at the close of --bu t
reer through life, be like atone of Psgtn
ini't I Because he will be executed oa a
singlo ttrirrg. . .

prophet in his hand, but unearthly pale
and strangely excited, hit lip writhing,
hit teeth clenched, and hit bright eyes
swimming in a halo of fire. Suddenly
he made a bound for an adjacent window,
and notwithstanding more than twenty
endeavored to seize him, he effected his
escape from the house.

Chase him shoot him ! Take him.
alive or dead !' cried Turk, in a transport
of rage, setting the example by commen-
cing the pursuit himself.

The flight of Mills was directed in a
straight line for the river and his marvel-lou- t

agility, added to the start he had first
got, soon placed him at some distance
ahead, They fired both rifles and shot
guns at him as he ran, but happily with-

out effect. When lie came to the river
side, he stooped down ond hasti'y fasten-
ed on a pair of skates, which he had car-
ried in hit pocket for the last few days,
to be ready for any extraordinary emer-
gency ; and then taking the ice, skim-mere- d

over the frozen stream with the
swiftness of the wind.

' Has nobody a pair of skates?' shou-

ted Turk, striking his forehead with a

gesture of wrath and vexation.
I have,' answered one of the mob,

1 but I shall not try them on the ice such
a night as this.'

lie quick give them to me!' ex
claimed the Turk, in a tone of fiery im-

patience.
The skates were produced ; the eager

Colonel tied them on, and th n swearing
a dreadful oath that he would bring back
the preacher's scalp or leave his own, he
began the perilous chase. Oh, there is no
daring like the cournga inspired by the
passion for revenge !

In the meanwhile, Mills had approach-
ed the opposite shore, when he discovered
the startling apparition of armed men on
the bank. He knew at a glance what it
meant. The mob, to prevent any of the
Mormons from escaping, had stationed a
guard beyond the river. He instantly
turned his course down the stream, when
a who e platoon let off their rifles ; but
the distance was too considerable a hail
of bullets rattled on the ice around him,
without doing him injurv.

' 1 will foil the fiends yet;' he said to
himself, and put forth all hi strength.
He fled away, but soon became conscious
that somebody was pursuing him. He
slackened his velocity, and wheeled about
so often as to obtain a view of his ene-

my. But the latter was still too remote
tor an accurate survey, and the Mormon
u teied a loud prayer

' Cod grant me that it be Col. Turk,
and I am willing to die !'

On rushed the pursuer on, still on,
like an avalanche. I he noise of his iron
skates could be heard above the roar of
the northern blast, and his dark form
loomed in the glittering moonbeams large
in statute as a giant. As he drew nearer
the young preacher, he smiled venomous
ly. Mill recogn;zed his arch persecu
lor, nnd he laughed outright a laugh that
rang over the trozeu river like the wild
scoff of some dem n when lie saw him
unsheath his glittering kniio The Mor

j mon immediately pulled his from its scab

coiu grew more intense, and tne wraintui
wind howled on, while their mancBiivres
and flights somehow carried them farther
down the river, where the crusty ice was
thinner, and cracked fearfully beneath
theii tread.

Finally the Mormon took the desper
ate resolve to terminate the strife by sac-

rificing his own life so as to make sure
of that of his foe at the same time. In
the following rush he no longer turned
aside to avoid a direct collision, and frus-

trated the attempt ol the lyncher to that
end, by swerving slightly inwards ficm a

tuatgbt line.
They met at full speed, and the shock

wat like the crash of two adverse comett.
At the moment of their fall the quaking
ice split beneath their weight with a deaf
ening roar, and the wild waters, boiling
and hissing like a bell, twalloweJ them
forever the persecutor and his victim
both victims, now I

Many persons complain of being pes
tered by bed bugs. It is easy to aroid
this inconvenience. On going to bed
strip off your shirt, and cover yourself
from head to loot with boiled molasses.
Let every part of the body be thickly
covered sith it. On commit to bile you.
the bugs "will stick fast in the molasses,
and you can kill them in the morning.

n fears by the terror i f his steed. 1 1

this be the l, stand still, and let thy
master face him like a man."

ed by the well known voice,
land the crn of t.,e well-kno- hand,
the noble animal did as he was com ma n- -

lieu ; but lie snook and shivered in every
limb.

Lethwaite had by this time drawn a
pistol from his bell, and riding towards
tne specre, he cried out in a atern voire,
'Miserable unposter ! throw on your dm
guise, or you are a dead man; lor, by ihe
living Go J that made me, I will see if
your body is proof against a leaden ball!

A wild nnearthy yell wa tie only an-
swer he got to bis threat; and the demon
was within ten paces of his horse. The
sharp report of Lethwaite' pistol woke
up nil the lonely echoes of the place and
the huge hniry monster fell heavily to the
earth vi h asmotherod curse; and the yeo-
man yielding for a moment to uncontroll-
able fear, turned the head of his terrified
steed, and never sleekened his speed till
he reached the door of the public house.

After a few minu'es of breathless sus-

pense his loud hurried knock was answer-
ed by the landlord, who, thrusting his
head out of the window, demanded, in no
very gentle tone, the cause of such an un-

reasonable attack upon his door,
" II is 1, Lowther it is Richard Leth-

waite : get up and let me in directly."
"Ah ! ah ! thought, how it rrould end,

said the landlord, as he descended to unbar
the door; and he called up the groom to
relive his guest of his tired horse.

The ghost has driven you bnck faster
than yon went. This is to disb li ve the
word of honest folks. Why, man, what
have you seen ? you look like one just
risen from the dead.

I fear I have sent one to dwell with
the dead a little before his ime,"s lid Leth
waite, drinking off the glass pf brandy
proffered, to him by his host at a draught.

I have shot the ghost whether it be
man or dovil, it was not proof against p.t.v
der and ball.

I am more distressed at this event than if
I had encountered all the hosts of hell,
with Satan himself to back the n- - Call
up your people ; tor l can no longer go

lh" latter had seen it, that was a sort of

Many were the questions put to Leth-
waite by the little bind of men' but he
walked on silently and thoughtfully, with-

out speakinir a word to any.
Why did vou not call up the big butch

or, Low her?' snid ono of the pany. In
anv case of danger that inttn is a host in
himself.'

' I h ive grei.t doubts ns to his courage,'
said Lowther, drily. He is a jreal bul-

ly, and iheso wordy men ate all froth;
t'.ey make a great noise, but aro very
slow iii action. If Mr. Lciliwniie has
killed the ghost, big Wat would be of
sihhII service to us, as the danger is al
ready past.'

Killed the ghost! said the first spea
ker with a sneer, 'who ever heard of
mortal man killing a ghest it is not in
flesh and blood to do that.'

' Bu suppose the ghost was n man.'
sid Lethwaite' suppose that it was the
I.:.. i... ...i e K ,..ii i,;m.oir"g """"n i

' Now God forbid !' said several voices
at once ; ' the man is a devil, but not
bad enough to turn ghost.'

4 We shall soon know,' said Lethwaite,
' at the bottom of this hill t!.e riddle will
be solved.'

They had now reached the brow of the
steep hill. The sun was just rising above
the distant mountains ; and his first
beams glanced upon tree tnpg, without
penetruting the gloomy recess which still
lay buried in dense shadow

Slowly and with evident signs of fear

i "" t "- -
Lethwaite, who had lingered behind,

now walked briskly forward and headed
the party. A dark, indistinct mast lay
huddled up in the centre of the narrow
road. All drew back ; Lethwaite step-

ped up to it and remained stationary,
beckoning with his hand, for the otheni to
advance. They did to ; but what was
the surprise and astonishment of all, to
find, in the supposed spectre, the dead

and bleeding form of Wat Robinson,
wrapped up in the hide of a bull t his
naked arms bare, and a club smeared with

phosphorus still grasped in hit ttiffened
, i

hand.
' He deserved hie death laid Lowther,

looking down upon hit ghastly corpse.
It wi a cruel thing or him to adopt this
hideout disguise, in order to frighten his
friends and neighbors.

crossroad, it is tne duty ol a irienU to an bru t Um,f ,llu( ,), i.j, ,w.k.,. nro-war-

you of your danger.' jecting on either si.U- ltd. the ..p Kpcn
Danger J what the idle tale I have aml presented to thn traveller the appear-jus- t

heard? none but a coward would ance of a nna Citm, um,l he reached
turn from Ins path for a gossip's fable.' .... boll0in ,.rhe ).,. vl,en the delusion

the cloudless skv, and the sharp cold win-

try wind whistled in I ' ;";r. nnd chilled
his manly chek Aft h r s riding
brought h m to tin ro f ill' teen
crooked hill, which l it ' bpn pointed
initio him as th? Imuni of the
gtll.SI.

At the foot ff ih s liiii. t!f road took

. . . .I n.. i. i
vanished. Muntco no:iy-iree- s itao sprung-u-

among ihe creviires of i!i! rock-- , and
their close dark foliage cast a sepulchral
gloom into the deep hollow below.

Tt is Ait nirlv snot, 'thought Lethwaite.
as he checked his horse to iread at footfall
the sleep descent. Murder may have

'

been committed here in the olden lime,
but pooh, pooh, there are no s irh things

v. ,r. ....... .
as gnosis ; out H ever inero u u spoi
more capable of inspiring such a dread
than another, it is surely-ihi- s

The side of t e road to his left was a
deep shadow. The very spirit of dark-

ness seemed to brood over the gloomy re-

cess, while the moou glidtd with a wan
and spectral light the opposite wall of
rock Lethwnite.in spite of his boasted J

courage felt a sudden chill creep through
him as he approached the awful spot.

' God of heaven ' he murmured in a

tone helow his breath, 1 " whnt can th.it ,

be V as a horrid shape slowly and disttne- -

tne wind that whistled over the house-top- , bard, and started off so as to avoid the
und his lips seemed literally loaded with coming chock, which might otherwise,
music. Groans, tears and wild shrieks through tho mere force of the collision
from the audience, proved ihe despotic prove fatal to both,
power of his utterance I And then began a series of rapid and

Suddenly three rifles exploded in quick cunning evolutions to secure the advan-successi- on

before the door, and thtee sen- - tage in this terrible method of com at
tinels shaking with terror, rushed into the the most terrible ever conceived. They
room, crying out marked the smooth surface of the ice with

The mob ! the mob ! Save yourselves circles, ellipsea.angles, squares, triangles,
from Col Turk's mob! paralellograms, and almost every possible

No pen can depect to the scene of dis- - figure of plain geometry ; but each seem-ma- y

and confusion that ensued. TAe ft- - ed a perfect skater, and could not find the
mules screamed aloud, as if all hope had other at fault, or take him unprepared.
departed. Several of 'he men sprang out They passed repeatedly within three feet
of the windows and fled ns if pursured of each other, and made quick thrusts
hy a legion of devils, whilst most of those which pierced to ihe bone. And still the

. . . ,.,l ; i - l :c ) l it

- luen us uruve as yuu con uc uavo sal-
lied fonh at nightfall, to bid defiance, as
they said, to all the poweis ot darkness,
and have returned to heir hearth at mid.
niht as pale as the sheeted dead There
is not a wan in Kendal,' cried the excited
butcher, striking his huge fist on the oak
table, until the glass upon it chattered and
rang again, that dare travel that road to-

night.'
1 1 am sorry to think that the descend-

ants of the bold Kendal archers can have
degenerated into such a flock of geese,'
said the yeoman. ' I have lived too long
among the hills to be frightened by shad-
ows. My horse is at the door ; good
night, sir.'

' You are stork, staring mad,' cried
the butcher, placing his huge person in
the doorway, 1 to attempt that road to-

nightyou will return to the ' Holly-Tre- e'

before morning, half dead with
fright.'

The young man smiled incredulously.
Sir, you disbelieve me V

1 1 think you very credulous.'
Fellow, do you take me for a cow-ar- d

V replied the butcher, the red blood
rushing into his bloated face. ' You had
better mfnd what you say. With one
blow I could annihilate a puny ehap like
you.'

' Real courage can never be tested
by mere animal strength,' laid ' Leth-
waite, calmly. David was a dwarf o
Goliah, but meatal courage and the fear
of God, conquered his gigantic foe. I
do not wish to quarrel with you air.
You believe in ghosts ; I do not. Good
night.

Ah! quoth the butcher, shaking his
huge fist after him, the Windermere
ghost shall punish you well for your dis-

belief.1
Lethwaite's foot was in the stirrup,

when a sudden thought seemed to (tike
itirat I am not afraid of ghosts, Low-
ther, but I have same rnon- a- about me t
the Windermere demon may be a poor
aevu. wnom tne love or plunder may
tempt to do a deed of violence, it will

' the I ttlo wound down the hill.tlv rose before him, and became stationary party
in the center of his path. One man tried to hum a tune, another to

It was not th form of a man and cer- - whistle, while a third talked very budly
tainly it was not a beast, but it appeared a j about his own courage in reality posess-shockin- g

compound of both. Imagine a ing very little ; but all endeavored to

upwards of six feet high coverd sipate the fear to which they involuntari-wit- h

shiggy black hair, the head that of 'y became the prey, a ihey approached
. .. ... . ikA.I-A.fla- rl ennt '

wno remainea, nppeareu mupuieu onu iu- -

tally powerless, either to escape or make
dy for resistance. Indeed, there was

veiy little space allowed for preparation.
In a few momentt a mob amounting to
hundreds had surrounded the building, and
the muzzles of fifty cocked guns and pis-

tols were thrust in through tne doors and
windows. Stilt none within lifted a
finger for defence fear teemed to have
turned ihem into t one. Persecution had
not yet hardened the 'Latter Day Sainrs'
veterans, and the afterwards famous
'Mormon Legion' existed hen only in the
imagination of the Prophet.

Presently the lynchers, headed by the
all dreaded and gigantic Col. Turk, came
rushing in, and began to beat the people
furiously with ihe iron ramrods of their
rifles, with very little dis i net ion ol mercy
as to age or sect. The cries and entrea-
ties of the poor sufferers swelled to a wail
wilder than the howling of the wind
without. At length Col. Turk roared
out , . (,, , ...

Turn out the women and teize the
men, and let ut have the hickory twitch-e- s

nnd the tar end feathers !'
And the drunken mob shouted, and bat--

ened to execute their, drunken u.mdate
the brutal mandate.'

Up to this time young Mills had con
ijnued standing with the bible of th

a bull, wita nujre nue, wiua iv exien- -
ded horns,

The sinewy bare arm of a man extended
above this ghastly head, grasping a bur
ning brand, which emitted a thin clod of

Eale
blue smoke. The lower part of the
was so enveloped in shade thit it on-

ly presented a dark undefined shapeless
mass. Lethwait, who never expected to
behold a real edition of the Windermere
ghost, felt hit hair stiffen and his teeth
slightly, chatter as he suddenly reined in his
horse and forced himself to look steadily
upon the ghastly phantom. The horse pos-

sessing less self-relian- than his master
plunged, snorted, and reared, as with a

hideog yell the tpparation advanced, bran-

dishing bis fiery weapon in a threatening
manner.

" Steady, boy stesdy, " cried his mas-

ter, in a soothing tone, shamed out of

- if . :.


